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A WORK OF ART. 


[ONE PENNY. 


_ “ Although so far as bootmaking is concerned he is an emphatic failure, Poor Pa thinks he stands a very good chance of making a lillle pile in the artistic 
line of business, I think, though, if he desires payment for his works of art it will come in the shape of kicks rather than ’apence. The Academy authorilies are 
cridently somewhat of my way of thinking, as they rejected Dad's picture, entitled ‘ Domestic Life at the Mildeweries, without even glancing at it. Papa is now 
talking of starting a Royal Academy on his own account. It is to be hoped, though, he will think better of it. Toorsix. 


AN AGREEABLE SURPRISE. 


Whe 7 
A — fhabby-zenteel sort of stranger invieles Awl when he gocs on to sy, in a cheerful tone of But when he aklsy “ve called to pay you that 
a, uw 005 5 with an effusive * My dear Mr. So-aml- voice, “Of course, you remember m. Brown, of fifty pounds you leut me ten years age,” why—you 
yonr ham et do?” you are dubious of exteudiug Manchester!“ — your attitude becomes still more can’t smile broadly cuougli, or shake his hand suf- 
1 uncompromising. ficiently 


A STOCK-JOBBING FRAUD. 


On the 20th of Webruary, 1814, very late at night, a man 
in uniform calling himself Colonel de Bourg, aide-de-camp 
to Lord Cathcart, arrived at the Ship Inn, Dover. He was 
in an excited state, and loudly announced that he was the 
bearer of news from Paris to the et¥ect that Napoleon had 
been slain by the Cossacks, that the allied armies were 
marching on Paris, and peace was about to be proclaimed. 

This false news he forwarded to the Post Admiral at Deal, 
and then ordered a postchaise to London. When, however. 
he got as far as Lambeth, he discharged the chaise and took 
a hackney coach and drove to Lord Cochrane's house, 
where he waited two hours for his lordship's return home, 
when, having chan his clothes, he went back to the 
“Rules of the King's Bench Prison,” within which, as a 
prisoner for debt, he was bound to reside, 

This man, whose real name was De Berenger, Lord 
Cochrane had been acqainted with in better days and 
adinired for his talents ; and the object of his visit was, if 
possible, to induce his lordship to free him from his difti- 
culties by taking him in his ship then about to sail for 
America, This, Lord Cochrane refused to do, but gave him 
old clothes to enable him to get back to the Rules 
unnoticed, 

Meanwhile, the false news of Napoleon's death had spread 
far and wide, The plot succeeded, and the conspirators, 
whoever they were, sold some huudred thousand pound, 


130 


worth of stock on time bargains before the trick was discovered. 
Unfortunately, Lord Cochrane's agent was among the sellers at a 
large profit, and this, coupled with the mysterious visitor to his 
house, was thought to implicate him in the swindle, and, indeed, 
brought about the disgrace and ruin of that splendid, daring 
aman, 

“Mn an affidavit sworn before the magistrate at Bow Street, Lord 
Cochrane said, “At this time Thad joined the Zonnant at 
Chatham, and was preparing to sail for North America; but on 
learning the injurious report above mentioned, 1 determined to 
denounce him, in order that if he were really the guilty person his 
name should be made public at the earliest possible moment. 
obtained leave of absence from the ship, On m return to town, 
found that although the authorities were ignorant of the name 
of the person who came to my house on the 2kst of February, 
public rumour did not hesitate to impute to me complicity in his 
transactions, simply from the fact of the suspected person, u hoever 
he might be, having been there.“ 

Lord Cochrane was tried at the Court of King's Bench, fined 
£1000, and sentenced ignominiously to stand one hour in the 
pillory. This latter part of the sentence the Government feared 
to carry out, as Sir Francis Burdett declared he would stand on 
the scaffold by his friend's side. 

For some years, we are told, “this true successor of Nelson 
remained a branded exile, devoting his cournge to the cause of 
universal liberty, lost to the country whieh he loved so much.“ He 
was, it is well to know. restored to all his honours by King William 
Iv. and Her Majesty Queen Victoria, The fact that he was in any 
way mixed up with such a shady character as De Berenger was 
difficult to explain, and the jury could hardly be blamed for 
giving the verdict they did. As to De Berenger himself, and two 
others who drove through the city masquerading as French 
officers and spreading the news, they appear to have escaped 
punishment. 

(Neat week, “ Miss Bliss’s Intended.” 


— 


G An DN INGO PERASHUN S. 
iy Alerandry. (Koppirite). 

Wunst mor tis mery springgtime and the burds bloom and the 
flours jine in chorious. The thorts of yooth turn litely to luv and 
blud-staned bil tri too kis the gall next dore and she as vis edd, 

In springg partys with gardings begin gardning. Me and bil 
spent yesturday a kelectin the stones brik bats and hoister shels 
wot wee dident seme to want and chuck em over next dore. 

Weery with our laber we arive on the seen this mornin a bitt lait. 
The gall nex dore ave chuck em back. 

(Bizzier nor erer next week. Order erly.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


— 

„ Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope large enough tocontain the 
contributions suburisled, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


That's a great mistake, Miss SULLY; You should get the others 
f rat. You would be disqusted, SAFFRON, Jf you only knew his 
worst, Try again, then, II. C. Jessop: That ia our advice to you, 
Thanks for cutting, S. B. SEYMOUR; Why not give them something 
new , Sorry that we cannot, LARDI; Space, you ace, awe cannot 
spare, That's a feeling, GRATITUDE, that In these daya is very 
rare. Very cheery letter, SAMMY; Glad to hear we're doing 
well, SLOPER'S compliments, A READER; Mut, alas! he cannet 
tell, Very funny, WAROLD CHESTER ; Pray crcuse us awhile we 
432. Don't be silly, ARTHUR THOMPSON ; That is only Al. Lx S 
chaff, 

i — 


“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Monthe, 16. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P. O. O. s payable tu GALBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kivaques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rut DE LA BANQUE. 
_———— 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall 1 og to mect 
with his or her death in a Teailiway Accident to the Train in 
which they are trarclling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLO ENS HALF- 
Hovmway” be found upon the Deecased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLoren’s HALF-Houmay” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inau ru ner laste one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 
—_——_— 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 
Over the Afternoon Ta, 
Mra. Smartly, And who is your favourite author now, Mrs. 
Porlyred? ' 
Mrs. Porlyred, Well, really, [hardly know: but I've been 
reading a lot of Anon’s books lately, and I like him so much. His 
style is so very varied. *.* 


Editor. 1 wish you would try to avoid tautology where possible, 
Mr. Scribbler? 8 
Contributor. Vm very sorry, sir. I wasn't aware I had fallen into 
that error. 
Editor. You say here, “Both marriage and insanity are on the 
increase.” Tlie two words are synonymous. 
a 


To learn another wrinkle 

Is esteemed a pleasant thing: 
Yet an unbelieving twinkle 

Into no man’s eves will spring 
While this song the seng-bells tinkle— 

That no woman's heart is cheered 
When she learns another wrinkle 

Has upon her brow appeared! 

es 


s 
Snipper. Do you know Buggins? 
ee, Oh. yes, very well indeed. 
Snipper. Is he reliable? ; a 
Snapper. In business, xes; but in conversation appertaining to 
fishing, shooting, aud sport gencrally—no, certainly not. 
es. 


De Boozer (rvatronising!). Scrry ] couldn't turn up at your—er 
—er—little—er—er—jariy last night. but was really xo awfully 
en . Hope you didn't miss me, old man. 

Joka. Indeed, we did. I only had to open one bottle of whisky. 


| —— 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 574.—The “Cricket” Costume. 


“T only keep two s arts o ale— strong 
ale and common table.“ “Well, this 
” 


yeer's lamen- table. 


Tootsie thinks as gaiters are so 
fashionable with the fair sex they 
should be worn as above, 


Mrs, Muggins (angrily). Your remarks are pointe, Mr. Dampshet, 
Mr, Dampshot, So is your nose, ma‘am, so we're quits 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 


No. 54.—Deaman. 
(Dee man.) 


er 


“Pa, have dogs got wings?“ 
“No, dear; why?” „Co I read 
that a big dog flew at a man and 
bit bim.” 


[Saturday, April 27, 1895, 


At the Glove Fight. 
First Spectator, Who's that little careworn „ 
* 2 if = = . N15 he? man over there! 
Second & ater, You're t. Got seven i 
last one, 1 3 * Neun, 


Mrs, Jawking. The fact is, John, Mrs. Smith was telling me tl. 
Mrs. Jones told her that Mrs, Brown was saying that you do 55 
much sipping when you're in the City. 5 8 

8 55 1 1 L . 

Mra. Jawhins (horror-stricken), Me? 1 neve By 
drop of anything intoxicating in my life! 10 * drank 
Jawkins, It's yos-sipping, I'm alluding to, madam, 
as 
s 

THE clerk advances in his “ biz,“ 
Till partnership in firm is his. 
To Treasury Bench the meek M.P.— 
To judge's seat the“ briefless RB. 

May land, advancing with discretion, 
But still the bold usurious “ Joo,” 
Providing “oof” for me and you, 
Is, of all mankind, the creature who 

aldvances moat in his profession. 

ss 


s 
Overheard in the Smoke-room, After dinner, 
Vr. Boster, Whenever | get intoa row, I always let out one, two, 
sires; left, right, left, and I always found it eminently success. 
u 


Mr, Gasaington, Deah me! Now I never hit my man more than 
once, dear boy. l 
Vr. Boster, Indeed! Why is that? 
Mr. Gassington, Because it isn't necessary, 
One blow from me is quite enough for any man. 
ss 


1 
“I'vE jet come from Mrs. Cheapeness,” observed Mra. Clumber. 
bump when she came in the other evening, “and she has been 
busing some real bargings in furs. She's got a jacket of minz 
trimmed with babei for almost nothing. I must go to the shop 
to-morrow and see if they’re still selling off for if there's one thing 
1 do want, it’s a squealskin trimmed with vermin.” 5 
ss 


I can assure you, 


* 
Fond Mother, L can't say that I altogether approve of th: 
Mr. Racketty, but Jack seems quite taken up with him. is 
Father, Yes, he was taken up with him by the police last night, 
understand. oe 
s 


Master Rullion, What are ha'pennies for, dada? 
Mr, Bullion, To bestow in charity, my son. 
ss 


* 

A CABMAN may be dlind drunk, but just you offer him his legal 
fare for a two mile spin, and you'll very soon find out he isn't 
ayeeehlese, ae 

s 


Vr, Jingo. Seen this morning's paper? Another glorious victory 
in India. Our fellows behaved nobly. 

Vr, Spinner, 1 don't believe in it. 
shooting all our customers, 

Mr, Jingo, How can that be? These natives don't wear clothes. 

Vr. Spinner, H’m! Oh, ah! but thea we might teach them to 
do so. ee 

s 


Why, man alive, they're 


“ My dear wife's shoe! my bonnie wife's shoc! 
Oh, cet my wife an example, do!” 
This prayer I have prayed the whole day through, 
And this song all day I've sung. 
For, of all the wives more shrewish and curst 
Than Petruchio's Kate, my wife’s the worst ; 
And this morning to me she the fact rehearsed 
That her shoe had lost its tungue ! 
* * 


= 
Wife. Well, Jim, and what did the magistrate say about it 


Dejected Applicant. Oh, just wouldn't let me say anything at 
all; told me I'd got no locusts standy, and where I'm to get some 
blowed if I know. ane 

s 


Wiggs. Tell me, old man, what should you call auctionecring, a 
trade ora profession? 

Waggs. Neither, dear boy; I should call it au knockupation. 

ss 
* 

Mra, Smith. 1 sec you are advertising for a new parlourmaid, my 
dear; I thought you were suited. 

Mra. De Jonce, Well, she’s not n bad girl; but to tell you the 
truth, I engaged her at the registry oftice, and when I got her here, 
1 found that she did not suit my new drawing-room furniture. 

Le 
* 

Distinguished Amateur Reciter. You heard that last little thing 
of mine, didn't you think it delightfully finished ? 

Candid Friend, I was heartily glad when it was. 

es 
s 

Brown, What's the matter now? 

Grovler, I am suffering so much with my eres. 

Brown, Pooh, pooh! Remember, my dear fellow, that you would 
suiler far more without them. » 

s 


NEronx marriage it is love that keeps the young man awake till 
threeam. After marriage it's the baby. 
* 
s 
Collie. And did Miss Hardeash's refusal hurt you very much, 
old chappie? 
Rertic, Not so much as her father did, deah boy. The way he 
kicked me out was bwutal—weally bwutal. 
ss 
s 
A worp in his Nuttall’s Dictionarce 
By a seven-year-old was spotted ; 
And.“ Of zythum,” said he,“ give a drink to me, 
Dear mamma, for 1 know you've got it!” 
“No zythum have I,” said his ma, in amaze, 
“Why think you a thought so absurd!” 
And the infant replied, “’Cos papa always says 
That his wife always gets THE LAST WorD !” 
ss 
s 
Lawyer (engaging office boy). No, I'm afraid you wouldn't suit 
me atall; you see, rou've had no suitable experience. 
Applicant (reanming hia het), Well, I don't know so much au 
that, guv’nor; 1 was brought up as a pickpocket. 
ss 
* 
First City Man. What's Flyman doing now, do you know? Is 
he in anything at present? 
Second City Man. Rather! he's in the Bankruptcy Court. 


READ THE NEW TALE OF LIFE IN LONDON. 
WARHAWKS; 
The Mysteries of the City 


DEEDS AND DOINGS AFTER DARK. Etc. 
Appearing Weekly in 


LAR ES! 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 


Saturday, April 27, 1898. 
TOOTSIE’S DAY OUT. 


— 


„ RICHMOND, 9 village of England, in the county of Surrey, 
ituated! on an eminence on the south bank of the Thames, which 


On the road. 
1s here crossed by an elegant stone bridge of five arches. Popu- 
lation, 5,219. Nine miles W.8.W. of London.” Stop a bit, though. 
What is the date of the London General Gazetteer, from which 1 
quote? 1 see, 1825. Ah! several things have happened since then. 
Richmond is a big town now, and not nearly left off growing. 


With the exception of the north-east winds there has been some 


rather jolly weather lately (1 write this on the 13th of April), and 
we three girls—Tottie Goodenough, Lardi Longsox, and yours 
affectionately—made up our minds to have a little outing all to 
ourselves without any Billies, Bobs, or Snooks littering around 
and deseerating the landscape. And so, being in funds (never you 
mind how; you don't expect I'm going to tell you everything) we 
hired a trap, stipulated for a smart coachman, and “ dressed in all 
our best“ set off for Richmond. 

Dear old Richmond! Though but eighteen and a half years old 
(Greenwich time) I have spent 1 know not how many happy days 
there, I also went there to school, but those days I don't quote. 

The first thing a Well-Regulated Girl thinks of on entering 
Richmond is, naturally, the Old Original Maid of Honour Shop on 
the right-hand side going up the Hill. For how many years. and 
how many million per annum have Maids here been made? Good 
old Farmer King George insisted on the appearance of a big dish 
of them daily at his dinner-table. What was that wondrous secret 
of their manufacture that cost its purchaser a thousand pounds? 
onfound not the common or garden cheese cake of ordinary com- 
merce with the Richmond Maid, It is no more like it than the 
dexenerate Bun of Bath is to the Bath Bun of fifty years ago. It 
is » grand sight to see them coming up from the kitchen, trayful 
after trayful, and to see them disappear down the throats of the 
fair consumers. Doubtless, in George's time, the young princes 


On the sitvery Thames, 


and princesses devoured them as eagerly, or more so, for price to 
them was no object. How many bites did George Junior and 
Clarence make at a Maid? I have seen the Honourable Billy put 
a whole one ata time into his mouth and treat it much after the 
manner of an oyster-swallower. 

Who were among the Maid munchers of the past? The beautiful 
Taddeley, you may be sure, and Mrs. Jordan, Clarence, afterwards 
Sailor Bing Billy's chere amie, She played at the theatre on the 
Green Sir Henry Wildair, that “that pretty Slut,“ Nell Gwynne, 
had played before her. Did Nell ever get as far as Richmond and 
there eat Maids?) Most likely. Sam Pepys gegen! took boat 
to Putney, which is a good way on the road. The majestic Mrs. 
siddons acted at Richmond Theatre. I feel sure she ate them. 
And Edmund Kean, I am certain he did. Kean lived a long while, 
and died at last at Richmond, John Lee, Paul Bediord tells us, in 
his * Recollections,” sat many nights by the great. actor's bedside, 
and on the last, when overcome with fatigue he had droppec 
asleep, he was awakened by the well-known cry, “A horse! A 
horse! My kingdom for a horse!" Kean with these words 
sprang from his bed, though instantly, through weakness, sinking 
to the ground. Two hours later he was dead. 

We stop our trap at the Maid of Honour shop, and Tottie puts 
away a disgracefully large number. Then we order dinner at the 
Star and Garter, and go for a row to get an appetite. We get it 
(Tottie gets it first), and find a capital little meal awaiting us ata 
table by the window overlooking that delightful view, the p:aises 
of which how many poets have sung. We might sing it, too, but 
we haven't time, for the soup is served and the champagne 5 pi 
As the time for home returning arrives, we nre all sorry we did not 
send back the carriage and arrange to stay for the night; but here 
is the coachman now and the bill, which we pay, put on our wraps 
and take our departure. We did not enjoy ourselves, however, at 


At the Empire. 


ain the evening. Somehow, Bob. Billy and Snook got wind that 
ne had taken a box at the Empire, and their appearance on the 
“Cenc, of course, cast a damper on the whole affair, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


LOPER'S PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 
SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
and will be found invaluable in eases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Atfections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 


of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


THE OPINION OF A SURCEON IN 
THE ROYAL NAVY. 


Royal Naval Barracks, 
Devonport, February 16th, 1895. 
Messrs, nrx & Co. 

Sus. - have been taking Storn's PILIS, which I 
reecired from you a short time ago, and already have 
derived great benefit from them, I shall vertainly recom. 
mend them to my friends, and continue to take them 
myself, Already some of my brut her. aer have tricd 
them at my requeat, and thoroughly appreciate them, 

Yours truly. 
IV GRIFFITHS, 
(Surgeon, I. N.) 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST. FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


IF HE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 
SEND Yi IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & & O., 
989 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


THE LATE GORDON FRASER. 


Tnis is a depressing subject, and having recorded the sincere 
expression of regret we all feel at the untimely death of our 
unfortunate artist, we would gladly avoid future reference to his snd 
end. Unhappily, this is not the only painful aspect of the case. 
Poor Fraser is dead and gone, but he has left a young widow anil 
children behind him, prostrate with grief ut his sudden and tragic 
death, and alas, totally unprovided with the means to carry on 
life's battle. As our readers are aware, we are now selling the 
humorous drawings contributed by Fraser to the“ HALF HOLIDAY ” 
at the small sum of ten shillings each, and handing the proceeds to 
Mra. Fraser to relieve her immediate wants. Kind reader, let 
your mind dwell for a few moments on all the circumstances of 
this distressing affair. and we feel sure you will help us to swell the 
fund which is to be the silver, or rather, golden, lining to the cloud. 
—— — 


IN WARDOUR STREET. 

It's pretty generally acknowledged that Wardour Street, Soho, 
is without a rival in the antique furniture line, and Wardour Street 
itself acknowledges that Mr. Lazarus Moses Solomonstein knows 
more about the game than most other dealers. He went out fora 
little airing the other morning and was distressed to learn from his 
shopman when he returned that a well-known connoisseur had 
looked in during his absence, 

„Jumpin' Moses! An' didn't ye manage to sell him nothink?“ 
he gasped. 

“Not a single thing,” replied the shopman, “though IT pitched 
him such tales about some o' the things that I dont think eren 
yeu could ha’ beaten?” 

The Hebrew looked exceedingly dubious, but gasped : 

„What did you show him?” 

“Well, to start with, that garden-senat over there. Told him it 
was the identical one on which old Shakespeare used to sit and 
rend the cookin’ recipes out o' the Sunday newspapers to Anne 
Hathaway. He only grunted. Then I got down that battered tin 
hat from upstairs: told him it was the identical one worn by 
Charlemagne in his first war with Germany. Said he wasn't 
tuking any. Got gut that old plush arm-chair from the back shop, 
told him it was the genuine one in which Demosthenes sat and 
wrote his ‘ Philippics.’ Turned up his nose at that. Raked out 
that old settee that’s been here ever since I can remember: told 
him we had it straight from some lineal descendants of AEschylus 
who ent in it when he wanted to knock off his most successful 
tragedies, Then 1 dug out that antique old iron pot from the 
lumber room: swore it was the one in which John Knox boiled 
hia first haggis after his arrival from Scotland —“ 

“What on earth did he say to all this?” cried the wretched 
Solomonstein, quite beside himself with mortification. 

“Said none o' the things I'd shown him was antique enough; 
what he really wanted was the typewriter with which St. Paul set 
up his epistle to the 'Phesians !” 

Then Solomonstein swooned away, and fell with a loud crash 
into the lacquered footbath which the resourceful shopman was 
about to say he had shown to the connoisseur as the one used by 
Confucius for tubbing purposes after being out all night at a 
Chinese fancy ball. 


A GROUNDLESS ACCUSATION, 
© AND what did your father say, pretty one?” 

He asked it with the air of one who was prepared to hear some- 
thing good about himself, despite the fact that he knew the old 
man to be as proud as Lucifer and conservative as Salisbury him- 
self, Still, a son-in-law who stood five feet eight in his lisle-thread 
socks and measured thirty-nine inches round the porous-plaister, 
wasn't an every-day catch, The “pretty one“ cast her eves down 
and puckered and plucked at her lace handkerchief,as she had seen 
the girl do in the melodrama, as she answered: “ Alas ! Edwin, 
papa is obdurate. You know his abhorrence of all trades, and he 
says you work for your living.” 

“The lie in his teeth!“ hissed the vonng man, as a crimson flush 
mounted to his foreherad—* I'm in the War Office!“ 

It is only-fair to add that. upon explanation, the old gentleman's 
objection was instantly and unreservedly withdrawn, 


tee: 


131 
NOBBY’S TEMPTATION. 


— 

To the Goose Green Brethren belonged the honour of Nobby 
Fibbs’ conversion, while his own inherent wickedness accounted 
for the ardour of their patron- 


For the Goose Green Breth- SEN 

ren were “nuts” on the capture : 
and conversion of moral mon- 
sters, Not for them the mild, 
every-day, respectable, humbl . 
rate - and - taxpaying sinner! 
Such small fry might tread its 
own unhindered way to ler- 
dition so far as they were 
concerned! What warmed the 
cockles of their hearts, and 
edged their vinegar-toned appe- 
tites was some notorious peram- 
bulatory two-legged oe of 
iniquity! They would have 
given their ears, so to speak, 
for a real, live, unadulterated 
brutal murderer; but, unhappily, 
the law has a nasty habit of 
annexing such offal for its own 
use; go, compelled to rest con- 
tent with wickedness on n lesse 
seule, they periodically un- 
ewthed vermin of the Nobby 
Fibbs’ stamp, and ostentatiously 
paraded it with much thanks- 
giving and advertisement, 

Nobby himself had been a 
professor of the fistic art—a 
particle of scum from the froth 
of the prize-ring—and as vile 
and cowardly n cur as ever 
“donned the mittens.” Which is saving n great deal indeed. 

Yet to hear him on the repentance platform was quite a liberal 
education—of a sort. He intensitied his former wickedness ; he 
increased his previous vileness tenfold ; and exhibited his natural 
depravity in broad splashes of the most sombre hue. Which 
edified his hearers considerably, and was as good as a “fiver” a 
h a respectable suit of clothes to himself. Or, at least, it 

110 n. 

_ For, sad to relate, the Brethren had lately begun to cool towards 
Nobby, and his emoluments had decreased in proportion. They 
had recently bagged and converted n sable-hued lion-tamer, whose 
approaching public introduction caused the prize-fighter’s novelty 
to fade, and his unctuous righteousness to pall. 

“The game's nearly played out,” mused Mr. Fibbs, gloomily. 
“IL must strike before the iron's stone-cold, or I shall be left iu u 
bloomin’ corner. Still, there's bound to be a big gathering at the 
Temple to-night, and it'll p’r'aps be my last chance, cos the 
perishin’ lion - tamer‘s 

oo on Saturday, an’ 
then—good-bye to your 
‘umble!"— And thought- 
fully cocking his hat, 
and entwining u muftler 
about his neck to lessen 
the painful respecta- 
bility of his appearance, 
he wended his way from 
Goose Green tow: the 
Seven Dials. 

Outside a pub, in the 
purlieus of that chaste 
Jocality he encountered 
a gentleman whose ex- 
terior harmonized 
admirably with the im- 
mediate surroundings ; 
and after a few mo- 
ments spent in earnest 
conversation, the swing 
doors of the hostelry 
concealed the worthy 
pair froin sight. 


* * * 
The “Temple “ be- 
longing to the G. G. 
Brethren was crowded 
to its utmost capacity, 


On the repentance platform, 


and upon the _plat- 
Earnest conversation, form obby Fibbs 
recounted yet once 


again his past wickednesses and present virtues. Coldly 
received at first, he had so drawn upon his imagination for the 
commission of sins both probable and impossible, that by degrees, 
the jaded palates of his listeners began to be re-tickled ; and when 
he darkly hinted at even having the blood of a fellow-creature 
upon his hands, a positive thrill pervaded the assemblage. 

t this supreme moment an extremel y unprepossessing individual 
rose from his seat in the centre of the hall, and extending his arms 
towards the speaker, cried loudly, “ Nobby, old pal, come back to 
un! 

An intense stillness greeted this interruption, Nobby himself 
pausing us though turned to stone, 

“Come back to us, old pal!” continued the stranger. Come 
back to the Ring! England's a-waitin' for yer, Nobby! The 
Americans is challengin’ the whole country, an' you're the only 
man as can face ‘em ! Theeyes of the nation ison yer, Nobby !—the 
national honour ix a-dependin’ on yer! Ere's a hundred pounds 
to be goin' on with!“ 
and he drew a roll of 

resumable bank - notes 
rom his pocketand waved 
them above his head. 

With outraged mien 
Nobby rushed to the very 
edge of the platform, 
“Away with yer filthy 
lucre!” he ahrieked. 
“Away with yer tempta- 
tion! I’ave choosed the 
path of purity an’ truth, 
an’ all the quids in the 
world could never tempt 
me back to sin an' crime! 
Away!” 

Deafening applause 
greeted this proof of “ puri- 
fication by fire,” and ere 
the i ot 
national honour had slunk 
away, the “high priest” 
of the G. G. sect had 
arisen, exclaiming, ‘ We 
will make it good to him, \ 
brethren. Nobly has our 
brother withstood the 1 
tempter's wile, and shall & 
he lose by it?) Pass round 
the plate!“ 


»Eugland's a-waitin’ for yer!" 


* * * 

And the man who, late 
that night. helped Nobby to count the “plate,” and cried 
*whacks !” bore an extraordinary resemblance to the gentleman 
who had stood outside the Seven Dials pub, 
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— a 5 She, An! but you will have some trouble with papa: be has very ve persnaled my doctor to onler me 
«Wh ‘ = little sont, to Hastings for my health, and I know my 
Ia the pring a young man's fancy He, Vin glad to hear it; the last father I interviewed had a very husband cannot leave Lowlon, Isn't it 
Lightly turns to shandy gulf. substantial sole, and uppers to match, Jolly ¢°— Artraeſ. from Leiter of Young Landy 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—COMYNS CARR, Esq. 
- — 33 2 


“Yes, he has promised to marry hen, 
dear?” “Oh, when bis father and three elderly 
Lrothers die. He'll be u peer then.” 


. Miss Sloper tilt be detigntal to receive pnotographs fron. those 
y her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


“My dear Comyns,” wrote A. SLOPER to Mr, Comyns Carr,“ you have manya time 
and oft promised to jet me interview you, and many a time and oft put it off. Now, 
look here, why not slay two sparrows with one brickbat? Come to Mildew Court 
to-morrow and be interviewed, and witness—and assist with your valuable advice— 
the dress rehearsal of a version of King Arthur of my own, to be played in the grounds 
all freshko, the weather seeming settled. I have written to Hal Irving: he is sure to 
come.” “J suppose I must go,” mused Mr. Carr, crumpling the letter A some 
vexation ; “ however, as Irving will be there I don't so much mind,” tions A. SLorvrr, indiznantly, 

were made on a gigantic and costly scale. Mra, Sloper, who was to play Morgan le nnwarrantable.” © Sha'n’t, old Ardy Canoot!” replied the other, “I'm on my own 


No. 388.— Miss GERALDINE ILKLEY. 


“A maid more beanteous Ine er have known.” 
—The Dook Snook. 


To hope is madness, but despair is death.” 
“A life's devotion is at her command.” 


An' dae ye tell me. Lainl, that the meescrable hackslidin’ 
5 Nn behoves us tae gang up and exhort him.“ “1 think,” said the Lainl, “ we'll 
let McSwine dae a’ the exbortiu’: you an’ me will do all the lookin’ ou, Meenister.“ 


L 


—The Lion. Billy. 


igate has taken tne pre- 


Fay, had hearthstoned the grounds, which, on ordinary occasions, are particularly 


bare of trees, the only timber to be seen being on washing days when clothesprops 
rear their forked heads; but beautiful foliage (in pots) had been suppliey by the 
greengrocer, and the place really looked quite nice,— (1) Mrs, Sloper's notion of the 
part was peculiar, She argued that morgen le Fay should be a kind of Welsh fairy 
or Merlin. and had her dress made accordingly, “ Well, well,” said A. SLOPER, “'tis 
an original idea,” and altered the text accoruingly.- (2) Tootsie, it is unnecessary 
to say, look simply lovely as · Guinevere. When Mr. Carr arrived the was ushered 
into the parlour by Evelina, and soon to him entered A. SI on as King Arthur, 
beaming, „Well, dear boy,” cried he, “ we are nearly ready.” Ilus Irving come?” 
asked Mr. Carr, rather anxiously. “Well, no—in fact, he did not reply to my letter, 


McNAB BROUGHT TO- BOOK. 


alint the dyke, weepin’ sorrow fully. 


(2) The Elder had come tae a vera, vera knotty bit in his 
kailyaird, and danged himself twice, when MeSwine arose frae 


side.“ “If you don't immediately,"—began A. SLOPER, when Jubilee, attire! a< 4 
Knight, pulled him by his robe. “What is it, my child?“ “The greeny : 
dadda.” IIa ! tell him to come hither, He has brought more foliage, no doubt, 
“ Look here, Mr. SLOPER,” said the worthy tradesman, “I want my money for them 
evergreens.” “After the show, my good fellow, after the show: at present the stat. 
of the treasury is——"——(4) “Oh, blow the treasury!” cried the greengrocer, aul 
walked off with the foliage. Of course, the piece coukl not be played without the 
folinge—(5) Mr. Carr expressed his sorrow and sympathy in a few well-cho« 
words, and left rather hurriedly, A. SLOrEK's next door neighbour was nue 
abusive, and after expressing his belief that A. SLOPER was a Lally old fraud to 
deccive the public, threatencu to proceed against him for fraud. 


(3) An avalanche fu’ o' legs an' airms an’ uncarthly howls twa meenites efter flew 
down the mountain side. “Deary me,” said Mistress McDougal, “1 had nae 1:4 
that sic’ awfu' language was e o thae phenommynins,.” 
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. We Duc las ** 


hy ile 
A maskcol- nyarauclen . 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


At present April showers have only been . by their absence. But we must not = Girca good advice just as of ald :—The Police, alert as usual, make Tt awkward for Sikes to 
despair, We have not vet «one altogether with April. There is plenty of time yet to get a excape Luft thirteen pounds, John plunges in, To drunkenness and lots of sin: —To Hastings 
few soakings to the skin. On we go:—Witiout a doubt the championship, Fur one team ig gretty girleall go, Rur sweethearts and to get a . Well, friends, I must bid you yet another 
certain snip :—The servant tied, the burglar bold Proceeds in search of untold gold :—Two fighters ender farewell, with a promise of something altogether out of the ordinary next weck. Remember 
met, but one is drunk, And caves in like a dirty skunk :—Upon the warpath Gladstone bold, iny last words to you are, be in time—THE SLOPERIAN SILOWMAN. 


RUDDIER THAN THE CHERRY. 


“No, my dear, I'm far from well. Jolin has the scarlet fever. 
And all the rest are in bed with the influenza, But when are you 
cumiug to see me? Oome to-morrow : now, do!” 


Small Roy, Git ont with yer! that ain't the Iccturer; that's 
Mister /all-bray Beardsley lissell, 


SS 


am 


SSS 


— 


Farmer Spolbottle (baet from market). Wot?—on'y bronght 


Ve umbrella home nfter ‘all? Most singulul, pom-me-word ! 


11 I s-s-slipped down I picked up one. Mus’ uu quite 


Collector, You say I must see your husband abont the water 
rate. Pray, when can · see him? 
Anjured Wife, Oli, call any tiiue alter three in the morning. 


Mary, do yon or cook ever tonch my rovae#" “Oh, no, miss! I nerer do: and I'm sure cook don't— 
there ain't me neo.” 


134 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


Sprina Cleaning. It isa name dear to the heart of the indus. 
trious and carefal housewife, but one that makes the master of the 
domicile to be 
subjected to this 
operation say bad 
, words and = go 

down in anger to 
his ofiice. And 
when he has 
consumed half. 
cold dinners in 
the top- back 
attic, and been 
compelled to 
court Morpheus 
inthe coal-scuttle 
or on two chairs 
in the passage for 
n few days, his 
language be- 
comes more 
violent, and ke 
dines at his club 
or goes on press. 
ing business into 
the country, 
And, lo! when 
he returneth, his 
Able — seemeth 
much as it ever 
was, sa vo 
that he is unable to find aught de wants fur many weary months. 


THE 


* 
neral public will no doubt be delighted to hear that the 
Divorce Court will be busier than ever during the next week or 
two. Lossibly the principals concerned in the cases may not feel 
so enthusiastic, but that is nothing. They are in the minority, aud 
u minority must always give way tu a majority. 
* * 


A NEW farce called The Magnet is shortly to be produced in the 
Metropolis. It should certainly. prove a great attraction. 
* 


s 
ALTHOUGH Jabez Balfour is said to be on his way to England, 
we must not be too sanguine. There's many a slip ‘twixt the cup 
and the lip. The ship carrying him has many things to contend 
naninst. ides hurricanes, blizzards and the dangers of fire at 
there is the possibility of Balfour's friends, in true buccanecr 
vle, carrying him off on the high seas. Jabez, we should think, 
is well adapted for the character of a pirate chief, 
s 


DESPITE the amount of ridicule that has been hurled at their 
devoted heads, the Lady Footballers continue to draw big crowds 
wherever they play. How 
long public curiosity will be 
maintained it is diflicult to 
say, but the unusual spectacle 
presenied by these twenty- 
two female athletes as the 
flounder around after the ball 
ix sufticiently amusing to 
repay at least one visit. We 
understand that the“ Friv.“ 
Girls’ Football fe um intends 
playing matches all through 
the summer; and as the 
members of this club realiy 
ave pleasing to gaze upon, 
and, moreover, possess ex- 
quisite taste in costume, they 
will no doubt prove a big 
ut traction wherever they ex- 
hibit their incompetency and 
charms, ee 

s 


THE Time-Worn Structure 
has this dav conferred the 
“Award of Merit” upon A. 
R. CAMERON, because he com- 
dines singing and siageing. 
“ Fevther,” bleated the Blue- 
Eyed, “this is a hinterestin’ 
case, Six years ago Cameron 
asked your advice as to o 
to git on the stage. You giv 
it ‘im, and lo! bold im 
how—famons in two perfessions, If you're ever in af 
feyther, you might—but I forgot; you ain't likely to trouble 
‘airdressers much.” And before the Agéd could resent this per- 
sonality, he of the Cerulean Optics had made good his retreat, 


s 
To CHEESEMONGERS AND OTHERS. TAKE NOTE.—We are 
now prepared to receive tenders for waste paper in wholesale 
quantities. The Spring Odes are coming in rapidly. 


s 
Ir is understood that the Queen would have somewhat prolonged 
her stay at Cimiez but for the 0 of procuring Larks! there. 
Our glorious comic was posted to Her Majesty regularly every 
week, but this did not suffice. She likes to have her ha'porth the 
very day of publication. *. 


A CORRESPONDENT gravely writes to know how many portraits 
of Tootsie’s Friends have been published. Can it be possible that 
our friend has never noticed that the number invariably precedes 
the lady's name? It may be absentmindedness, but really 


s 

The Girl I Left Behind Me is a genuine success. It has the 
true patriotic flavour that appeals so strongly to Adelphi audiences, 
and at that popu- 
lar and recog- 
nised home of 
melodrama it 
will, we doubt 
not, run for a 
wonderful num- 
ber of “nights.” 
Of the plot there 
is no occasion to 
napa sufticient 
that it is power- 
ful, stirring and 
affording many 
opportunities for 
dramatic situn- 
tions of great 
intensity. Asmay 
be guessed from 
its title, the plav 
deals chietly with 
“the milingtary,” 
and interest cen- 
tres around the 
picturesque 
figure of Mr. 
William Terriss, 
a dashing officer 
of cavalry, Not 
since the appearance of this actor in Zhe Harbour Lights has he 
had a part so likely to win the sympathy of the warm-hearted 


patrons of the Adeiphi. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Ix spite of the fact that his adventures on Hampstead Heath on 
Easter Monday, almost exhausted A. SLOPER, he, nevertheless, 
was enabled to pull himself 
together sutticiently to visit 
the Alhambra Theatre in the 
evening. To say that he was 
delighted with the entertain - 
ment specially provided for 
him would be putting it very 
mildly indeed. Every turn 
was of the first-class order, and 
A. SLOPER begs to heartily 
congratulate the management 
on the excellence of their 
mammoth programme, 


* — 
REALLY girls are artſui 
nowadays. In the course of 
evidence given by a plaintill 
in a recent breach of promise 
case, it came out that she had 
n nh shot camera attached 
to her bracelet. A negative 
taken at the time of the 
mleged promise showed the 
base-born male thing on his 
knees, with his hatuls 
clasped and an expression 
on his face resembiing that 
of an owl rather than of anx- 
thing else, Whata pity the 
young lady didn't have n 
phonograph somewhere 
ubout her person, 


A LARGE crop of fashionable weddings are to take place as soon 
as May—the unlucky month for these functions—is over. It is 
quite untrue that the long-deferred nuptials of Lord Bob and 
‘Tootsie are among the number. * 


TRAINS in Cuba, we are told, seldom travel more than twenty 
miles un hour. Perhaps they have been studying the South- 
Eastern system over there. rect 

s 


Funn water is shortly to be the battle ery of certain ultra 
Progressive members of the County Council. What nonsense ! 
Free whisky would be much more likely to meet with the approval 
of the public—Shoe Lane way, anyhow. 

ss 


s 

STRIKE while the iron is hot is a saying which, although appre- 
elated by many, is practised by few. Among the latter, though, 
is seems, are the shoemakers 
of England. Their grievance 
has been warming up for 
some time past now, and it 
has at last attained white 
heat. The cobblera_ have 
struck very hard. We are 
how anxiously awaiting the 
development of the strike. 


THE Surrey Beagles Annual 
Dinner, held at Macklex's 
Hotel, Peckham, was brought 
off in the usual pleasant 
manner a few evenings ago. 
Many of the old faces, it is 
true, were missing from dif- 
ferent causes, but those that 
were present right royally 
enjoyed themselves, and ap- 
peared to do fine justice to 
the splendid repast placed 
before them. Amongst 
those who contributed to 
the harmony were Mr. 8. 
Richards, Mr. Alf. Webster. 
Master Frank Wallace, Will 
Powell, Mr. 11. Burrows, 
Dan Lenton, F. Brian, 
Brothers Osman, 8. Groves, 
and Medley Barry, The ever 
1 vular secretary, W. E. 
White, was also present ; while the chair was occupied by that ever- 
green old veteran, Mr. A. J. Southern, who was faced by Mr. 
Weedon, an excellent vice. Many handsome prizes were presented 
for the different races competed for during the past season. 


STILL more trouble in India! Really, this Asiatic possession of 
ours is causing a vast amount of trouble; at present we seem to be 
getting the best of the deal. It is to be hoped, though, that the 
commanding ofticers attached to the home army will avoid traps. 
We experienced enough of those sort of things during the Indian 
Mutiny to last us for ever. ee 

* 


AT one time an entertainment given by the Moore and Burgess 
Minstrels without the assistance of the genial Moore himself, 
would have been considered very small beer indeed. Things, 
though, have very much changed since that period, and England's 
premier minstrel troupe are now sailing along more merrily than 
they have ever previously done. To those of our readers who 
prefer their amusements entirely free from vulgarity, we would 
most certainly recommend a visit to St. James's Hall. 

ss 


s 
ALTHOUGH the Local Veto Bill has been introduced into the 
House of Commons, it does not follow that it will pass into law. 
Together with 
most sensible 
pers A, SLOPER 
thrown his 
weight into the 
scales against it. 
Its rejection is 
therefore almost 
assured, Sir Wil- 
frid Lawson and 
his merry crew 
will have to bide 
awhile. The 
British people 
have not yet been 
educated up to 
total abstinence. 
It is to be hoped 
they never will be. 
Good old English 
beer has done a 
vast deal in mak- 
ing the old 
country what it is. 
* * 


s 

To Diggle, the - 
vanquisher f 
Dawson, must 
certainly be al- 
lotted the third e 
place in the billiard championship. The two first positions 
are, of course, filled by A. SLOPER and John Roberts. Although 
it has previously been found impossible to bring these two latter 
individuals together, we must not despair, While there's life 
there's hope. 


[Saturday, April 27, 1895, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THK WEEK ENDING May 4TH, 1895, 
— — 


28th April. 1885.— This day a sensational trial was reported 
from Ile-et-Vilaine Assizes, A farmer uamed Beaudouin * 5 
killed in his bed on the night of April 2sth, and his wife, who u. 
lying Ly his side at the time, declared that she had not l , 
awakened by the report of the tirearm, but by the blood whieh 
flowed from his body and the smell of his “burning nighte., 
Suspicion fell on one Brageul, a young man of bad character, vll, 
had been dixcharged some time before by Beaudouin. He d. 
fessed his guilt, but said that he had acted at the instigation 
Madame Beaudouin, who promised him (Brageul) fifteen nitive 
and her hand if he would do the deed. Brageul declared that the 
woman opened the window to admit him, and then returned tu, the 
bed. Madame Beaudouin then gave him twelve sous, pretending 
that she had no more money, A horribly realistic effect was given 
to the proceedings by the judge insisting on Madame Beaudouin 
getting into the bloodstained bed, which had been brought int, 
the Court while Brageul, taking a gun, rested it on her legs in th. 
net of taking aim. Finally, the woman was acquitted, while 
Brageul was condemned to hard labour for life. a 


29th April. 1649.—Evelyn says this day, “I saw in London 
an huge ox, bred in Kent, 17 foote in length and much higher thay 
1 could reach. 


30th April, 1669.—Pepys says this day: At noon my wif. 
came to me at my tailor and 1 sent her home, and myself nud 
Tom dined at Hercules Pillars.” In Strype's time Hercules Pillar. 
7 55 was almost entirely “given up to such as kept publick 
ouses.“ 


lst May. 1864.—Giacomo Meyerbeer died this day at Paris, 
aged seventy. 


And May, 1550.—Joan of Kent was this day burnt alive for 
heresy. 


3rd 7. 1839.— This evening Her Majesty gave her tir. 
state ball this season at Buckingham Palace, The arrangements 
for the féte were similar to those of last season. The large Ini!. 
room and the north yellow drawing-room were prepared for 
dancing, and the grand saloon between these apartments was us| 
as the reception-room. The picture gallery and the green drawing. 
room were also opened. Her Majesty opened the ball with tu. 
Hereditary Grand Duke of Russia in a quadrille, and afterwards 
danced seven other quadrilles with other guests, 


4th May, 1885.—The Japanese Village at Knightsbridge wa: 
this day burnt down, 
— — — ä — 


THE UPS AND DOWNS OF THE 
SLOPER FAMILY. 
No. 13.— How Cousin EVELINA BECAME QUEEN OF THE May. 


Poor Evelina sat and sighed 
And gazed into her mirror: 
“I'm the ugliest girl in the world so wide, 
I'm a perfect fright and terror. 
Oh, that some sprite, some clfin bright. 
Would come this night from the realms of light, 
And change my looks in such wondrous way 
That on May-day I'd shine as the Queen of the May!“ 


The prayer was heard. For the air was stirred 

hy the flap of the elſin'x wing, 
And the maiden’s frame was afar transferred 

To the home of the Fairy-King. 
And they bathed her brows with the witch-wine white, 
And they laved her cheeks in the flower-blood bright, 
Aud,“ Behold!" thes cried, in a week and a day, 
“There was never so lovely a Queen of the May! 


On a throne of flowers, when May-day came, 
Evelina’s form was seated, 

And her dazzling beauty with lond acclaim 
By the populace wild was greeted, 

tut the long day's joy from her spirit fled, 

When, at evening, i dear Alexandry said: 

* Farewell for hever! [ain't no jay 

To be tied to no gew-gawy Queen of the May!” 


Poor Evvy rose with a startled scream, 
And stared into her mirror: 
“Now, Heaven be praised, ‘twas but a dream, 
Though it filled me full of terror, 
If the wicked prayer which [ dared to pray 
Had been answered by elfin, or sprite, or fay, 
I'd have wept till I died for my lover so gay, 
Who renounced me because I was Queen of the May!” 


— — 


MAMMA'S DARLING. 


Un is eight years old, and as smart a little chap as one could wish 
to know. Certainly, he has a way of getting a bit smudgy about 
the Eton collar towards evening, but that can easily be re 
He says his grace before meat like a little angel, and, at a! 
enn recite “ Little Jim” without a single elocutionary error. 
sequently, he is Mamma's Little Darling; and she goes anne ty 
spend Easter week at Brighton in the full consciousness of feeling 
sure that he'll behave himself. 

He does, Here follows his record : 

Monday.—Goes bathing in the canal, and is discovered by an 
agonised servant girl playing “water-polo” with half u dozen litt: 
ruftians from the slums and the swollen carcass of a dead dog th:t 
has floated down the stream. 

Tueaday.—Invents a“ hot-air-balloon” by means of the bedroom 
gas-burner and a large waterproof sponge bag, which, explodin: 
under great pressure, shakes the roof so violently, that Uitee 
chimney pots come crashing down through the top of the cous" 
vutory. 95 

Wednesday.—Takes on several street-urchins at “doing dass" — 
1.7, hanging from an iron bridge crossing the Metropolitan Lal. 
way whilst trains are passing beneath, Finally falls, but esc 
miraculously by drophiug by chance into a lime truck. 

Thuraday.— Plays “ lost in the Sierras” with the police. 
consists of labelling one's self and then exploring unknown neigh 
bourhoods till one fetches up in an unknown police-station, 

Friday.—Founds the Expert Nicker-Snatchers Club.” Cap. 
tainey goes to the boy who can pick up most lenden “picker 
pliced on the tramway metals after the approaching ear s 
turned the corner. 7 

Saturday.—Vractises sword-swallowing with n view to. 15 
sequent “star “ engagement at the music-halls, Begins with 1 15 
carving-knife sharpener, which is, later on, removed from 1" 
gullet by an extraordinarily expert surgeon, who says one lung | 
permanently damaged, but otherwise the boy may recover. 


Game 


a sub. 


— — 


Ewery Wednesday. Twropence- 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
EDITED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
ds SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, EC 


or 
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THE SANDWICHERS. 


„ orta rters it has been that for foular kinds of 

LBs pipe fiery women should carry sandwic rds {] 

— “PROFESSION” 

\ J seems to be the 
> 


phrase, 

Most loved by ladies 
nowadays ; 

For note their votes 
and mannish 
coats, 

And cycling skirts 
divided.“ 

And likewise pipe“ 
their ciguretces, 

Their little canes, 
X their little bets, 

Wy! And you will see that 
Woman (free !) 
Is not to be de- 


ri 
But lo! the latest 
from Life's 
ben — 
They want to now 
“Sandwich 
men!“ 


It seems n curious 
kind of ré/e, 
That women on the 

kerb) should 
stroll 
With “boards” (alack !) at front and back, 
And eke eccentric raiment ! 
Still, who shall dare oppose the sex, 
In any calling they'd annex ; 
But they no doubt would soon cry out 
At masculine “ Sandwich” payment! 
So look for squalis—yea, ty phoons—when 
The Ladies ape poor Sandwich” men! 


— — 


FOILED. 
TWELVE. 
1 


„ marble clock upon the mantel-board chiming the hour of 
midnight aroused Mrs. Loppington from the light slumber into 
which she had falien, and a smile of stern satisfaction spread itself 
over her features as she noted the lateness of the hour. Very 
well, William Augustus,” she muttered, between her clenched 
teeth, “very well; you'll be home not a minute later than eleven, 
will you, and I needn't sit up. So very thoughtful of you, dearest, 
so very, very considerate ; but you'll find, William Augustus, when 
you do return that I've a little surprise in store for you.” 

Closing her aching eye-lids, the poor, tired young matron once 
more dozed off into fitful slumber, and as the hands of the clock 
more ereep round again towards the hour, let us put before 
reader the exact state of 


rs. 
In a word, then, Mrs. Lop- 
pington determined to 
catch William Augustus upon 
‘hop. She had long felt 
her curtain lectures upon 
Is of booze lost much 
their force through being 
vera from between the 
wsiclothes, to say nothing of? 
h fact that when he was 
sifely between the 

William Augustus 
be as deaf as a bus 
ductor full inside and out, 
most scathing remarks 
yy wholesome truths are apt to 
en trifle fiat under such 
e umstances, and as William 
\icustus most persistently 
to confess in the morn- 
to any overnight indis- 
tion, it will be seen that nothing but the measures she had now 
dopted scemed likely to be of avail. 
One, 
Again the si 

mn 


triking of the hour aroused the 1 watcher in the 
her face grew dark, her eyes bright with anger, as 

ionght o'er the full measure of her wrongs. 

I she would be avenged, She had chosen her opportunity 

ell. for beyond doubt now, William Augustus was making a night 

(it, Well she knew the state in which he would return; and 

or the twentieth time that evening she rehearsed the carefully- 

tired lecture she was saving up for him. 

‘The minutes flew. Two o'clock ; quarter-past, half-past, and 

till no William Augustus. A quarter to—ah! what is that? The 

5 5 his key in the door. Now—zov for her triumph and his 

scomliture, 

* Aud so, Mr. Loppington,” she commenced, crab “thie is the 

Ith state in which you——," and stopped suddenly in surprise, 

nd disappointment, 

am 5 was palpably, obviously, strangely, and abso- 

SOBER, 


Se es 
BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 33.—THE PLOUGH GIRL. 


SZ THE Muse of Song, in 
SHE 
J 


V7 realms divine, 
WY, 


7 Remarked, “My 
, With love for that 
CR bricht child of 


spirit yearns 
2 mine, 8 
„„ ne brilliant Bobbic 
2 Burns. 
IJ I needs must oer his 
shoulders throw 
The poet's mantle 
now!“ 
And, diving down to 
earth below, 
She found him at the 
Plough. 


too, like Ranting 
Rob, have strung 
And struck the min- 
strel’s lyre: 
But to poet's mantle 
over me ilung 
I scarcely dare aspire. 
Yet, if the Muse with 
: bardic robe 
Should e’er my form endow, 
Then, seeking this terrestrial zlobe. 
She'll find me at the Plough. 


Each evening from my Balham home, 
I u gorgeous garb arrayed, 

Joer the Clapham Common roam, 
To where a beauteous maid 

Hands out to me the eau-de-vie ; 
And there, with beaming brow, 

I write sweet lays in rhythmic praise 
Of the charmer at the Plough, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX, 


— 


96 STAMFORD STREET, S. E., April 10¢h, 1895. 
My Dear ALLY,—I am sure I don't know how to thank vou 
enough for that beautifully-got-up “Award of Merit.“ I feel very 
proud of it, old chap, and shall always look vpon it with a very 
great deal of pleasure. I have always been an admirer of your 
“ Gin-yna,.” but much more now, cf course. Believe me, 1 shall 
always be proud to sign myself, with best wishes, vours ever, 
JACK STAVULDALE, I’.0.S, 
_— — 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 28.—S1LAS SARSAPARILLA SLor ER. 
Born, 1592. Delirium Tremens, 1636, 

SiLas SARSAPARILLA was only a nipper when, by the assassina- 
tion of his male parent, he found himeclf called upon to maintain 
the dignity of his exalted ition, He was too young to feel the 
full meed of horror at the fell deed which had abruptly terminated 
his father’s life; indeed, his only fceling appears to have been one 
of considerable relief, for Albert Angostura was n man of stern- 
ness, and could manipulate a strap or an old slipper in a highly 
artistic and effective manner. 

Silas Sarsaparilla was Bas into the hands of capable tutors, and 
might have lived to shed a tustre upon his name, but for the sad 
event which it is the painful duty of the present historian to record, 

Attracted no less by the beauty than the great wealth of the 
widowed baroness, there appeared amony other visitors to the 
Castle, one David Fizzio, a strolling minstre!, who, despite his 
lowly station, soon wormed his way into the highest favour. He 
was a man of fine presence and graceful bearing, and possessed a 
wonderful command of the, at that time. novel and fashionable 
instrument, the concertina, The baroness was passionately devoted 
to music, and hour after hour she would sit entranced by the 
awect strains evoked by Fizzio from his instrument, or listen en. 
raptured as the minstrel wailed some love ballad of the time. 

low long things might have gone ou thus is uncertain, had not 
a devoted retainer put the young baron up to the game. Con- 
cealed behind the arras, Silas Sarsaparilla overheard sufficient to 
show him that not only his property, but his life, was in danger. 
The baroness—foolish, trusting creature had already consented to 
marriage, and Silas Sarsapariila was in time to hear Fi pro- 
pound an elaborate scheme for making away with him (Silas 
Sarsaparilla)and enjoying the uninterrupted possession of the estate, 

Silas Sarsaparilla waited to hear no more, _A little later he and 
the trusty retainer assisted in the mixing of Fizzio's stirrup cup. 
Drinking to his lady love, the 1 schemer drained it to the 
dregs, started, sprang into the air, clasped his vitals and dropped 
a corpse before the horrified eyes of the baroness, and the 
expectant view of Silas Sarsaparilla and his servitor, 

This little incident convinced Silas Sarsaparilla that he must 
play the man, if he wished to keep his own, He had serious 
thouzhts of dropping his mother into the moat, or giving her a 
dose of the same tipple that had settled her lover's hash ; but the 
lady considerately settled the difficulty by going raving mad and 
chucking herself over the battlements, Silas Sarsaparilla buried 
her thankfully, kicked out his tutors and devoted his time to the 
care of hin estate. He married some years later, but his subsequent 
career is in no way remarkable save for his marvellous aptitude 
for consuming booze of every description. Ile was no connoisseur— 
he wasa guzzler pure and simple, and justly did he deserve his doom, 

(Zu be continued newt week.) 


— 


IN THE SIGHT OF MINE EYES. 
(Se the ninth verse of the eleventh chapter of “ Ecclesiastes.”) 

WHEN, the blood in my veins tlowing madly, 

I glanced on my life’s future gladly, 

And saw no swart clouds sailing sadly 
O'er Pleasure’s serene-seeming skies, 

Then I deemed it enjoyment's full measure 

The epicure’s maxims to treasure : 

And to bask ‘neath those sun-skies of Pleasure 
Seemed good in the sight of mine eyes. 


No thought of morality tore me 
With harrowing feelings, and stormy : 
No shade of repentance passed o'er me. 
The pleasures which protligates prize 
Held me fast with a fateful temptation, 
And feverish, mad dissipation— 
Insane and inane ebriation— 
Seemed good in the sight of mine eyes. 


Rut now to all lads in life’s morning 

Mv doom should appeal as a warning 

(Oh, let them not hear it with scorning ') 

For my frame in the death-chamber liva, 

And my soul has no balm, no physician, 

And I weep with a bootless contrition : 

For the judgment of deathless perdition 
ms dark in the sight of minc eyes! 

— — 


THAT FINSBURY PARK GIRL AGAIN! 

Tuis time she was at London Bridge Station, Her mother had 
said she thought they'd every bit ns much right to spend Easter at 
Brighton as the Spriggs's from round the corner, or the Briggs's 
from over the way. 

The tickets had been taken, the indispensable glass of stout and 
sandwich of swine's flesh bolted, they'd each armed themselves 
with n “SLOPER” in case of accidents, when a trouble arose with 
the officious porter to whom the japanned tin travelling trunk had 
been given to get properly labelled. 

“ Missis,” he said,“ this is fourteen pound overweight—I'll thank 
yer fur one an’ tuppence excess.” 

“But three of us have tickets,” pleaded mamma, 

„I've allowed for all that,” said the porter, “and i it's four- 
teen pounds over.” 

There was no getting out of it. With an injured air the mother 
turned to her daughter, that brunette beauty from Finsbury Park. 

“Why vould you insist upon putting your sand shoes in, 
Tillie?” she pleaded ; whercat did Tilly sulk. 


SLOPERIAN PHILOSOPHY. 
GUARANTEED ALL WOOL AND A YARD WIDE. 

A PET pug dog won't catch rata; but it’s very handy at eating 
up the young bride's home-made pastry, and has probably saved 
many a young husband from a painful death induced by indi- 
gest ion. 

Just about quarter-day a straw shows which way the- furniture 
van went. 

There is one certain way of stopping a small boy continually 
asking questions ; the only drawback is the cost of the funeral. 

The prize housekeeper. Tne tenant who can hold on for nine 
months without paying a“ bob” of rent and then sell his landlord 
“ peaceable possession” foren“ fiver.” 

The fingernails, we know, are poisonous ; most of all those of 
ownersof racehorses. When Cloister's owner scratched him for the 
Grand National he made thousands cf men all over the country sore. 

Don't be too infernally inquisitive. There's a man A. S. o PER 
knows who was so fond of “getting at the inside of things” that 
he's just got inside Pentonville Prison for getting inside a cashbox 
that was inside his governor's safe. 

— ä — 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
Wr hear that the House of Commons would gladly re-Peel the 
Speaker's chair. 5 . 
A WRrECK-LEss Driver: That of the train which SLOPER failed 
to catch. 


135 
AUNT MACPHERSON’S MONEY. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 


Mr. ALEXANDER MacranlAxN E leaned back in his chair with 
something in his eves that was neither amusement nor horror, but 
what mignt be called a 
blend of both. For a 
moment or two he did 
not speak. His Scotch 
respect for £ 3. d. was 
shocked. At length, after 
he had wiped his fore- 
head somewhat osten- 
tatiously with his 
handkerchief, and hud 
otherwise composed 
himself, he once more 
found breath to continue 
the conversation, 

“D—n the 
five thousand? Oh, by 
all means. It is a very 
comfortable sum to curse 
at n minute's notice,” 
said Sandy. “There's a 
deal of hard work in 
scraping together that 
much money,” continued 
the old man; “and for 


forty- 


my, part, 1 micht be 
inclined to curse the 


work, but I have a 
sincere respect for the 
cash!" 

“Oh, so have I.“ said 
Jack Morton, “I did 
not intend to say what 
I did. It slipped out 
before I intended it,” he 
£00) Innes “but having said it, well I may 
o it. 

“Oh, by all means,” said Sandy, dryly. “Of course, you have 
other money than the forty-five thousand?” ö 

“No. I have no other money, but 1 could work for a living.“ 

And your wife's living?” 

* Yea, and for my wife, too; and I feel that we would both be 
ee were that the case than we are now.“ 3 

“Yet money is a comfortable thing.” 

„It will not bring real happiness.” 

“Te will help.” 

„Not in our case—in our case it has been a curse.” 

“Tnasmuch as why?” 

„Because it has made my wife hate me. 


Wiped Lis forehead. 


us well stick 


Before we were tie 
together by your 
sister's absurd will,“ 
said Jack Morton, * we 
wre good = enough 
friends; we had titfs, 
of course—” 

“Scotch courtship,” 
said) Sandy, as he 
took n pinch of snuff. 

“And 1 hoped that 
J was not indifferent 
to her. The moment, 
however, that the 
contents of the will 
were inade_ known 
sho showed she hated 
me, Told me that 
she would never have 
married mo but for 
the money.” 

And you—— 

“Well, | retorted to 
pretty much the same 
eflect, and from then 
till now we have 
been drifting further 
and further — apart, 
and are unlikely ever 
to be on friendly 
terms. Civility to 
one another is about 
wl that can be expec- 

ted to pass bet ween us.“ 

“Aye, aye, it's a bad job.“ said Sandy, “Of course, you have 
tried to mend the quarrel that exists between you?” 

“What is the use? I would only get the mcney thrown in my 
teeth once more.” 

“Aye, aye, so you would,” said Sandy, as he turned to the 
perusal of his evening paper, while Jack Morton took up the 
novel of which he was laying the basis of a» scarifying 
review. 

Sandy was a deliberate reader, He did not jump from corner to 
corner ofen paper, and then chuck it aside with the growl that 
there was nothing in it. He read diligently down through the 
murders, the theatrical notices, the police courts, and in due time 
he came to the commercial. He satisfied himself and chuckled 
becruse Caledonians and North British and Highland railways 
were firm, because he held considerable “ordinary” and“ pref.? 


” 


Tock np the novel. 


shares in these lines, N 
then he ambled Gs 
throngh the para- 


graphic portion of the 
columns, and at last 
exploded a wild 
“What!” followed 
by a long drawn 
whistle. 

Jack Morton looked 
up with an inquiring 
stare, 

“You said you 
could not bear to 
have that forty-five 
thousand pounds 
thrown in your 
teeth?” said Sandy. 

“Yes,” said Jack. 

“Then, my _ boy, 
you won't have to 
any more, The Sol- 
dado Mine has 
petered out.” 


“Peterecd out? 
What does that 
mean?” 

„lt means ruin. 


It means that it has 
busted, that the bot - 
tom has fallen out 
—it means every- 
thing that is useless 
—it means that what 
was worth at least 
three hundred thousand pounds yesterday isn't worth cent to-day, 
That's what it means, and a pretty cumpreheusive meanins 
it is, too.” 


(To be continued neat week.) 
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SPRING, GENTLE SPRING! 
Acver ling to second-hand furniture dealers’ ideas, 


Vol. 


No, 3714.—Mr. Cecth TREMAYNE, F. O. S. 
“Tf the ventleman whose portrai herewith present to 
our rewlers has not yet intule himself „it is not from i 
want of talent, but because his overw K — 


from anything like publicity. It is w ity 
that we have obtained his permission to insert this little sketch, 
aml, even us we go to press, we ure momentarily expecting a He, Yes, Tm awfully fond of the eountry. I could live here for ever with a pleasant companion, 
telerram withdrawing that suction, Our hero is a composer— She. Indeed ! Well, you are always praising your dog: why don't you live here with him ? 

n unten composer, aml when once he has conquered that 

inen which has hitherto bec 4 ESE to his e wo golly 

expect to see his name associated with sume great and glorious 

work which shall arouse the enthusiasm of the million, At RURAL SIMPLICITY. 
present u charming sumple of his powers may be found iu the 

*IMalf-Holiday Waltz, for which tuneful composition he was 

created F. O. &., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented 

to Lim, March 30th, 1895." —Debrett Lmproved, 


* 
Rill Stubber, Alu't you a-goin’ to do up tlie ganiin at number nine ? 
Jim Grubber, Yaas, 
ht Stubbor, Then just sling the rubbish and weeds into the next gardia. I“ 
call iu at uumber ten, and sce if they wants theirs doue up, 


SCENE—A suburban dwelling near the Crysial Palace. 
Tiun - Lust Saturday afternoon, 
Wife. Heavens! what docs this meun? Why are you two 
hours late? 
liusband. Football tic, my dear; but I fought my way intoa 
train eventually, 


Tarson, I was sorry to see you sleeping during my sermon this morning, Giles. 


Gites, I have heerd say as the doctor should not grumble at the effect of his own 5 8 
physic. “Ere, Bill! try this mam: noth fuzee to light that ‘a’p'ny stump with aguiu- 


THE TRIPPERS TRIPPED. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. A QUESTION OF WIND. 


0 
7 

Ma. Tm glad to see you sorry for having stolen the oosu- inthe 7 
berries, Tommy, It is lo 


Tommy, 1 isn't that, ma, dear: they weren 't ripe, Mi 
tn intro 


Paterfamilias, Kolak cameras? 


en. Nov-a-bit-« -cuv'ner! You've gat six danshters, Globe Trotter, A very expensive trip, I can tell you, Tilly might really have been snecessful here, 
hain't ye? "Any on hese little appliances up in the ‘all, aud Now, what do ven think Espent in gay Parce ¢ but he was mug chowsh to drop one of Tottie “Can't raise the wind to buy mea hat ? Why, Ue Ce 
a kiss sounds like n! ty-wun-ton buster, Mowe bod, Jug iug from your accent, I sould say Goolenongh’s letters due day, and over went inconsistent you are! You were grumbling ue en won 


ew thy 


Paterfamilias, Gimme six, straight away. about two diy. ARGH ES e the wisel wer as ULE” Seo 
tits ole — 
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